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courts in grass and your cricket-pitch, you have done the
most you can do.   To keep the golf greens in turf on almost
all the links is beyond the powers of man.   Therefore are
your greens 'browns', plastered each day for you with a fine
mud like the Hindu housewife's dining-floor.   The accessible
ground, for which it is true there is usually nothing to pay,
is often flat as a pancake and every feature must be artificial
with the flood drainage channels assisting.   Yet because we
are what we are, and because the game even under such
disadvantages is something to do and give exercise, so does
every station where Europeans live have its little mud-
greened stony links.   At places like Peshawur it is true, a
water-level close to the surface does give you a little fitful
grass on the fairway, but links in the real meaning of the
name exist but at a very few places.   Nasik on the uplands
of the Deccan has a season in the rains when all is green,
and golf with a big CG' has a real vogue, where enthusiasts
find it worth while to go.   The beautiful upland glens and
forest of Gulmarg in Kashmir, 9000 feet above the sea, have
a links free from snow for a very short season, where the
beauty of the Swiss surroundings and the greenness of the
real turf, and the profound hazards of the burns, are a thing
of their own.   Ootacamund, where they rejoice in three mon-
soons, 6000 feet up in the Blue Mountains, has a real highland
links with Scotch mist complete and there real golf is played
under delightful auspices.   In the great capitals, where money
is available from full membership, watered turf greens and
of course a pancake course with made bunkers rather of
the Ranelagh type are to be had, or further afield perhaps a
real course.   The enterprising sports factories of the North
try to turn out clubs, but not so successfully as they do tennis-
racquets.   The Indian who has been in Europe perhaps takes
to golf, but, speaking generally, it is not yet his game.
He prefers to go, as an Indian gentleman said  to me
the other day, Tor dog-walk', when tennis is getting past
him.